that it was a mistake not to tell her I was expecting the
handkerchiefs: I shouldn't have kept it for a surprise. My
passing thought would have pleased her even without the
handkerchiefs. She wouldn't have enjoyed it so much as
an actual surprise present, but still she would have en-
joyed it. What good does it do me now not to have told
her?

And here is the story of the cabbage. Even less signifi-
cant, if that be possible, than any of the foregoing "trifles
light as air," as Othello has it. We often went to dinner at
the Barbizon Delicatessen on Sixth Avenue. We were sit-
ting in the corner one evening, and had just given our
orders to our nice waiter, Abe. I ordered boiled beef with
plain spinach. Abe wrote down the order, and went off
toward the kitchen. I began mechanically studying the
bill of fare, like any nervous fool who does not really read
the menu until he has given the order. One item was
Corned Beef and Cabbage.

"Oh," I said, "they've got cabbage."

Wanda instantly jumped up and darted after the waiter.
Short of the kitchen door, as she reached the wooden par-
tition of the last booth, she collided with four not alto-
gether sober United States Marines, who, plainly by ac-
cident, knocked her aside so violently that the partition
rang. But she overtook the waiter before he could order
spinach from the kitchen. Then I saw her head bob into
view again in the crowded little restaurant. She was smil-
ing; she motioned that she would be right back. Springing
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